DIVIDED 



Amother' sbody againstachild ' sbodymakesaplace. Itsaysyouarehere. Withoutthisbody againstyour 

bodythereisnoplace.Ienvypeoplewhomiss their mother.Ormissaplaceorknowsomethingcalled 
home.Theabsenceofabodyagainstmybodycreated agap,ahole,ahunger. Thishungerdeterminedmylife. 

Ihavebeen exiledfrommybody. Iwasejected ata veryyoungageandlgotlost.Ididnothaveababy.I 
havebeenafraidoftrees.IhavefelttheEarthasmy enemy ididnotliveintheforests.I livedinthecon- 
cretecitywherelcouldnotseetheskyorsunsetor stars.Imovedatthepaceofenginesand itwasfaster 
thanmyownbreath.Ibecameastrangertomyselfand totherhythmsoftheEarth.Iaggrandizedmyalien 
identityandworeblackandfeltsuperior.Mybodywas aburden.Isawitassomethingthatunfortunatelyhad to be 
maintained.Ihadlittlepatienceforitsneeds. 



Theabsence ofabodyagainstmybodymadeattach- 
mentabstract.Mademyownbodydislocated and 
unabletorestorsettle.Abodypressedagainstyour 
bodyisthe beginningofnest.Igrewupnotinahome 
butinakindoffreefallofangerandviolence thatled 
toalifeofconstant movement,ofleavingandfalling.It 
iswhyatonepointlcouldn'tstopdrinkingandfuck- 
ing.Whylneeded people totouchmeall thetime.lt 
hadlesstodowithsex thanlocation.When youpress 
againstme, orputyourselfinsideme. Whenyou 
holdmedownorliftmeup,whenyoulieontopofme 
andlcanfeelyourweightjexist.lamhere. 

Foryearslhavebeentryingtofindmywaybacktomy 

body,andtotheEarth.Iguessyoucouldsayithasbeen 

apreoccupation.Althoughlhavefeltpleasureinboth 

theEarth and mybody,ithasbeenmoreasavisitor 

thanasaninhabitant.Ihavetriedvariousroutestoget 

back.Promiscuity,anorexia,performanceart.Ihave 

spenttimebytheAdriaticandinthegreen Vermont 

mountains,butalwaysIhavefeltestranged,justasI 

wasestrangedfrommyownmother.Iwasinaweof 

herbeautybutcouldnotfindmywayin.Herbreasts 

werenotthebreaststhatfedme.Everyoneadmired 

mymotherinhertighttopsand leggings,withherhair 

inaFrenchtwist,asshedrovethroughour smallrich 



towninheryellowconvertible. Onegawkedatmy 
mother.Onedesiredmymother.AndsoIgawkedand 
desiredtheEarth,andmymotherandIdespisedmy own 
body,whichwasnotherbody.MybodythatIhad 
beenforcedtoevacuatewhenmyfather invadedand 
thenviolatedme.Andsol livedasabreathless,rapa- 
ciousmachineprogrammedforstrivingandaccom- 
plishment.BecauseIdidnot,couldnot,inhabitmy 
bodyortheEarthJcould notfeelorknowtheirpain.I 
couldnotintuittheirunwillingnessorrefusals,and 
Imostcertainly neverknewtheboundariesofenough. 
Iwasdriven. Icalleditworkinghard,beingbusy,on 
topofit,makingthings happen.ButinfactJcouldnot 
stop.Stoppingwouldmeanexperiencingseparation, 
loss,tumblingintoasuicidaldislocation. 

Aslhadnoreferencepointformybody, Ibeganto 
askotherwomenabouttheirbodies,inparticulartheir 
vaginas(asl sensedvaginaswereimportant).Thisled 
metowriting TheVaginaMonologues,v/hichthen\edme 
totalkingincessantlyandobsessivelyaboutvaginas.I 
didthisinfrontofmanystrangers.Asaresultofme 
talkingsomuchaboutvaginas,womenstartedtelling 
mestoriesabouttheirbodies.IcrisscrossedtheEarth 
inplanes,trains, andjeeps.Iwas hungryforthestories 
ofotherwomenwhohadexperiencedviolenceandsuf- 
fering.Thesewomenandgirlshadalsobecome exiled 
fromtheirbodiesandthey,too,weredesperatefora 



wayhome.Iwenttooversixtycountries.Iheardabout 
womenbeingmolested intheir beds,floggedintheir 
burqas,acid-burnedintheirkitchens,leftfordeadin 
parkinglots.IwenttoJalalabad, Sarajevo,Alabama, 
Port-au-Prince,Peshawar,Pristina.I spenttimeinref- 
ugeecamps, inburned-outbuildingsandbackyards,in 
darkroomswherewomenwhisperedtheirstoriesby 
flashlight. Womenshowedmetheiranklelashesand 
meltedfaces,thescarsontheirbodiesfromknives 
andburningcigarettes.Somecouldnolongerwalkor 
havesex.Somebecamequietanddisappeared.Others 
becamedri venmachineslikeme . 



Thenlwentsomewhereelse.IwentoutsidewhatI 

thoughtlknew.IwenttotheCongoandlheardsto- 

riesthatshatteredalltheotherstories.In2007Ilanded 

inB ukav u , DemocraticRepublicof Congo .Iheardsto- 

riesthatgotinsidemybody.Iheardaboutalittlegirl 

whocouldn'tstoppeeingonherselfbecausehugemen 

hadshovedthemselvesinsideher.Iheardaboutan eighty- 

year-oldwomanwhoselegswerebrokenand 

toneoutoftheirsocketswhenthesoldierspulledthem 

overherheadandrapedher.Therewerethousandsof 

thesestories.Thestoriessaturatedmycellsandnerves. 

Istopped sleeping.Allthestories begantobleed 

together.TherapingoftheEarth.Thepillagingofmin- 



erals.Thedestructionof vaginas.Theywerenotsepa- 
ratefromeachotherorfromme. 

IntheCongotherehasbeenawarragingforalmost 
thirteenyears.Nearlyeightmillionpeoplehavedied 
andhundreds ofthousandsofwomenhavebeen 
rapedandtortured.Itisaneconomicwarfoughtover 
mineralsthatbelongtothe Congolesebutarepillaged 
bytheworld.Therearelocalandforeignmilitiasfrom 
Rwanda,Burundi,andUganda.Theyentervillagesand 
theymurder.Theyrapewivesinfrontoftheirhusbands. 
Theyforcethe husbandsandsonsto rapetheirdaugh- 
tersandsisters.Theyshameanddestroy familiesand take 
overthevillagesandthemines.Themineralsare abundant 
intheCongo — tin,copper,gold,andcoltain, 
whichareusedinouriPhonesandPlayStationsand 
computers. 

OfcoursebythetimelgottotheCongoJhad 
witnessedtheepidemicofviolencetowardwomen 
thatscouredtheplanet,buttheCongowaswhereI 
witnessed theendofthebody,theendofhumanity, 
theendoftheworld.Femicide, thesystematicrape, 
torture,anddestructionofwomenandgirls,wasbeingempl 
oyedasamilitary/corporatetactic tosecure 
minerals.Thousandsandthousandsofwomenwere 
notonlyexiledfromtheirbodies,buttheirbodies 
andthefunctionsandfuturesoftheirbodieswere 



rendered obsolete: wombsandvaginaspermanently 
destroyed. 

TheCongoandtheindividualhorrorstoriesofher 
womenconsumedme.Herelbegantoseethefuture — a 
monstrousvisionofglobaldisassociationandgreed 
thatnotonlyallowedbutencouraged,theeradication 
ofthefemalespeciesinpursuit ofmineralsandwealth. 
B utlfoundsomething elsehereas well.Insidethese 

storiesofunspeakableviolence,insidethewomenof 
theCongo,wasadeterminationandalifeforceIhad 
neverwitnessed.Therewasgraceandgratitude,fierce- 
nessandreadiness.Insidethisworldofatrocitiesand 
horrorwasared-hotenergyonthevergeofbeingborn. 
Thewomenhadhunger anddreams,demandsanda 
vision. Theyconceived ofaplace,aconcept,calledCity 
ofJoy.lt wouldbetheirsanctuary.lt wouldbeaplace 
ofsafety, ofhealing,ofgatheringstrength,ofcoming 
together, ofreleasing their pain and trauma. A 
placewheretheywoulddeclaretheirjoyandpower. A 
placewheretheywouldriseasleaders.I,alongwith 
myteamandtheboardatV-Day,werecommittedto 
findingtheresourcesandenergytohelpthembuildit. 
WewouldworkwithUNICEFtodo theconstruction 
andthen,afterV-Day,wouldfind thewaytosupportit. The 
processofbuildingwasarduousandseemingly 
impossible — delayed byrain andlackofroadsandelec- 
tricity,corruptbuildingmanagers,pooroversightby 



UNICEF,andrisingprices.Wewerescheduledtoopen 
inMay,butonMarchl7,2010,theydiscoveredahuge 
tumorinmyuterus. 

Cancerthrewmethroughthewindowofmydisasso- 
ciationintothecenterofmybody'scrisis.TheCongo 
threwmedeepintothecrisisoftheworld,and these 
twoexperiencesmergedaslfacedthediseaseandwhat 
Ifeltwasthebeginningoftheend. 

Suddenlythecancerinmewasthecancerthatisevery- 

where. The cancerofcruelty,the cancerofgreed, 

thecancerthatgetsinsidepeoplewholivedownstream 

fromchemicalplants,thecancerinsidethelungsof 

coalminers.Thecancerfromthestressofnotachiev- 

ingenough,thecancerofburiedtrauma.Thecancer 

thatlivesincagedchickensandoil-drenchedfish.The 

cancerofcarelessness.Thecancerinfast-pacedmust- 

make-it-have-it-smoke-it-own-itformaldehydeasbesto- 

spesticideshairdyecigarettescellphonesnow.Mybody 

wasnolongeranabstraction.Thereweremencutting intoit 

andtubescomingoutofit andbagsandcathe- 

tersdrainingitandneedlesbruisingitandmaking it 

bleed.Iwasbloodand poopand peeand puss.Iwas 

burningandnauseousandfeverishandweak.Iwasof 

thebody,in thebody.Iwasbody.Body.Body.Body. 

Cancer,adiseaseofpathologicallydividingcells,burned 



awaythewallsofmyseparatenessandlandedmein 
mybodyjustastheCongolandedmeinthebodyof the 
world. 

Cancerwasanalchemist,anagentofchange.Don'tget 

mewrong.Iamnoapologistforcancer.Iamfully 

awareoftheagonyofthisdisease.Iappreciateevery 

medicaladvancethathas enabledmetobealiveright 

now.Iwakeupeverydayandrunmyhand overmy torso- 

lengthscarandaminawethatlhaddoctorsand 

surgeonswhowereabletoremovethediseasefrom 

mybody.Iamhumbledthatlgottolivewherethere 

areCATscanmachinesandchemotherapyandthatl 

hadthemoneytopayforthemthroughinsurance. 

Absolutelynoneofthesethingsaregivensformost 

peopleintheworld.Iamparticularly grateful forthe 

womenoftheCongo whosestrength,beauty,andjoy 

inthemidstofhorrorinsistedlriseabove myself-pity. 

Iknowtheirongoingprayersalsosavedmylife.Iam 

inawethatithappenstobe2012,nottwentyyearsago 

even.Iamgratefullyawarethatatjustaboutanyother 

pointinhistorylwouldhave beendeadatfifty-seven. 

Inhisbook, TheEmperorofAUMaladies,Siddha.rtha 
Mukherjeesays,"Scienceisoftendescribed asaninter- 
activeandcumulativeprocess,apuzzlesolvedpieceby 
piecewith eachpiececontributingafewhazypixelsto 
amuchlargerpicture."Science,then,isnotunlikea 



CATscan,a three-dimensionalmagneticelectronic 
beamthatcapturesimagesasitrotatesaroundthe 
body.Eachimageisseparatebutsomehowthemachine 
makesthemseem likeone. 

ThisbookislikeaCATscan — a roving examination 
— capturingimages, experiences, ideas, 

andmemories,allofwhichbeganinmybody. Scanning 
issomehowtheonlywaylcouldtellthisstory.Being 
cutopen,catheterized,chemofied,drugged,pricked, 
punctured, probed, andportedmadeatraditionalnarra- 
tiveimpossible.Onceyouarediagnosedwithcancer, 
timechanges.Itbothspeedsupinsanelyandstopsalto- 
gether.Itallhappenedfast.Sevenmonths.Impressions. 
Scenes.Lightbeams.Scans. 



